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" And then ? " Chumakov asked.                                  ^
" And then we must make our way on foot to the other
side of the Don."
"Whereto? "
" We'll stop in the forest till nightfall, then we'll get
across the Don and bury ourselves for the time being in
Rubiezhin. I've got lots of relations there/'
" Another idiotic idea! " Kaparin exclaimed furiously.
" Don't you think they'll look for you there ? That's just
where they're going to expect you now. What do you use
for thinking with ? "
" Well,, where else are we to go to ?" Fomin asked in a
distracted tone.
Gregor took the bullets and a piece of bread out of his
saddle-bags, and said:
"Are you thinking of spending much time over your
talk ? Come on ! Tie up the horses, unsaddle them, an<^
get going, or the Reds will get us even here."
Chumakov threw his whip on the ground, trod it into the
mire and said in a quivering tone .
" And so we're on foot now! And all our boys have gone
under! Mother of God, how they shook us up ! I didn't
think I was going to come through to-day alive. . . . Death
looked me in the eyes."
Without speaking they unsaddled their horses, tied all
the four to one alder bush and, in single file, one in the
tracks of another, like wolves, they made their way down
to the Don, carrying their saddles in their arms, keeping
wherever possible to the denser thicket of undergrowth.